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England has her hands rather full,
but she can always find room to make

another grab.

For what wonld it profit Great Brit-
ain 1f she gain the whole of Venezuela
and lose her Canada?

The London Daily News says: “The
Turks may go too far,” There I8 no
more danger of that than there lsof a
rotten egg spoiling.

The duke of Marlborough refuses to
tip servants at hotels. This shows that
he elther has genuine perve or is out
of mouney,

More than 185,000 persons rommitted
sulelde in the Jifferent count ies of the
world during thoe vear ending Septem-
ber 50, 1885 This iz an increase of
nearly : ver 1864

The Cleveland Plain Denler says that
“an Nlinois man actuallv iz cackiing be-
cause he ate four chickens at one sit-
ting."” Well, that lays over anything ol
the sort Cieveland ever did.

Editor Dana thinks that “it is the
decree of faie that the Tndian race shall
perish from the face of the western coi-
tinent,” Yes; fate and whisky seem to
be getting in their awful worl,

Mrs. Graham, of Toronto, a leader
among the King's Danghters, a relig-
fous organization of women, says she
favors dancipg. provided the woman
dance before breakfast with her huss
band or brother.

The social reformer who wants 1o
earn the everlasting gratitude of a long-
suffering people should lose no time in
devising a scheme to palr the long-
haired men with the short-haired wom-
€n and banish both.

A number of Austrian women have
petitioned the emperor for permission
to organize a permanent regiment of
Amazons. This country will gladly
honar a draft for enongh new women o
officer that regiment.

A ecientist declares that professional
gamblers shorten thelr lives by sup-
pressing their emotions. They can also
produce the same resulis by dealing
from the bottom of the deck or hiding
aces in thelr sleeves,

Rev, E. T. Tavlor of Boston solemnly
asserts that “the new woman doesn’t
smoke cigarettes.” Then somebody has
taught the old woman some new tricks,
for the cizarette trade among the fair
8ex |s constantly increasing.

A dispateh from Milford, Conn.. an-
pounces that “Mrs. Ellis iz dying from
the effects of a bite of a flatheaded ad-
der heretofore held to be harmless.”
That settles it: henceforth we ghall not
allow fiatheaded adders to bite us.

Fully 50,000 bushels of apples are
going to waste in Spencer county, Ind,
One third of the trees will die from in-
jury to them by the heavy weight of the
apples. The river is so low that no
shipments can be made, and the tarmers
eannot dispose of their fruit. Many
farmers have concluded to store away
as many apples as convenient in their
cellars, and to bury a great many the
same as potatoes are buried, by piling
them on the ground and covering them
with straw and earth, believing that
they will command a better price dur-
ing the winter and spring. Apples can
be purchased in the orchards for 5 cenis
per barrel.

A cure for consumption has been re-
ported to the State Department by
United States Consul Chancellor at
Havre. He eays the cure was first
brought to the attention of the world
at a congress of physicians and scien-
tists at Bordeaux to consider the ques-
tion of combating consumption by vac-
‘eination. Professor Marigliano, an
Malian savant, read a paper which at-
tracted much attention, claiming to
have discovered an efficaclous process
for the treatment of consumption by
the iInjection of tubercular serum,
which he says renders the subjects of
this most formidable disease immune,

The consul recalls the comparative fail-

ures of other attempts to treat con-
sumptives successfully, and says this
particular process Is gtill in the experi-
mental stage.

Sclence of road reform in three words:

~ Widen the tires.

. Mrs. Carrfe Chapman Catt urges the

smew woman to “throw herself into the
jaich and insist upon equal righta.”
by, bless you, Carrie, the new woman
' 8 year or more has been throwing

Jralse. She sewed steadily, and mever
opened her lips except to ask some ques-

|

&he onened s, znd saw, pot
Mrs. CGroham’s hushaud, nor yet l'.-Jr_
gon, but a girl, whose face lcoked as lt‘
ghe might be zionl Kiity's own a,':«.l
whoee shoulders and waist tcli_ the
same story; but whose lower limbs
geemed curfously misshapen nn.-.]
shrunken jarger, in fact, than those
of a mere child, ke face was a n:'(':!s"
winning face, nol Bt all sad. Short,
thick biown hair eurled around it, and

he
Llf

Kitty steppad 1o the window to ses
nge of vision it ofered, and her

what ra
sShe recalled her

eve fell on Luke.
business,

“] came fo see if I could get your
mother to sew Lwo or three days for me
this week"

Tom was alert and business-like at
once,

“Let me see” she sald; “to-day Is
Tuesday,” and she drew toward her a
little book, and locked It over. *To-

3 | Kitty's curions glance.

es. full of good humor, met
B B it morrow is engaged, but you could have

Thursdsy, Friday and Saturday, if you

It was very pro-
voking that seam- |
gtresses and such
people would get
married, like the
rest of the world,”
Mrs, Greenongh
sald, half o fun
and half in earnest.
Her fdll sewing was

just coming on,
and here was Lizule
Brown, who had

euited her so nice-
iy, going off to be
married; and she
fad no resource
but to advertise for
apother, and take
whomsoever &he
could get. XNo less
than tem women
had been there that
day, and not one

o oy " the sRIMNE ML ulcal volee
1 I B ' 1t-!;':.:“f01130; a bird's | want so much. Please write your name
| —whicl <2 AVaLLY  BAAALE ng‘;‘l.:i'l'l‘&t tth."
= —— —— Kitty pulled off her pretty gray

glove and wrote her name and address
with the little toy pencil at the end of
her chatelaine; apd then she turned to
go, but it was Tom's turn to question.
“Please,” sald tha sweet, fresh voice,
which seemed so 1ike the clear caro! of
& bird, “would you mind telling me how
old you ar¢? I'm sixteen, myself.”

| *And g0 am I sixteen," sald Kitty,

“And you have a father and moth»
| both, Laven't you?"

! “Yes, indeed,” eald Kitty.

| “QOh, I've only a mother, but she ie

| good as two, Must you go now? And?

wonder if 1 shall ever see¢ you again®’
“Yes, you will see me again,” an.
| swered Kitty. cheerily, and then, movod

‘hy a sudden impulse of her Kind, frank
young heart, she bent over and i Led

her lips to the bright bonny face of the

poor girl who must sit prisoner there
forever, and vet who kept this bright
| eheerfulness all the time.

‘ “Oh, mamma, I've had a lesson,”
erled Kitty, bursting into her mother’s
room like a fresh wind, “and Tom has
taught it to me; and he isn't he at all—

|sho's a girl, just my age, and she can't
walk a giep since she wos slx years

old.”

| And then Kitty tald all the sad, ten-
der 1ittle story. and got to crying over
It herself, and made her mother cry, too,

would answer.

" Thera comes
Number Eleven;
you will see,” sha
erled, a= the bell
rang.

Kitty Greenough

-
looked on with interest. Indeed,tions about her work. Even Kitty,
it was her gowns, rather t!‘.un| who used to boast that ehe could make
her mother's, that were mWost)|a dumb man talk, had not audacity
pressing. She was Just siyteen, and|ep 1 10§ le on the [ derve ia
since last winter she had shot 1 i am intrenched herself.
denly, as girls at that age 30 0 12" whis-

und outgrown meost of her clot

Mrs, Grecoough was rlghi—it  was

another  geamstress;
ghowed in a plain, sad-looking Woman,

of about forty, with an air of Intense | have becn wi

respectability. Mrs, Greenough ex-
plained what she wanted done, and the
woman sald guletly that she was ac
customed to sueh work—would Mrs.
Greenough be so kind as to logk at some
recommendations?  Whereupon she
handed out several lady-like noles,
whose writers indorsed the bearer, Mrs,
Margaret Graham, as faithful and capa-

and Dridget | him and mir

ble, used to trimmings of all sorts, and
quick to catch an idea,

“Very well, indeed!" Mis. Greenough
gaid, as she finished reading them. "I
ask nothing better. Can you be ready
to come at onca?”

“Tomorrow, If you wish, -madame,”
was the answer, and then Mrs, Grabam
went away.

Kitty Greenough wus an impulsive,
Imaginative girli no subject was too
dull or too unpromising for her fancy

to touch it. She made a story for her-
s21f about every new person who came
in her way. After Numbet Eleven had
gone down the stairs, Kitty langhed,

“Isn't she a sobersides, mamma? 1
don't believe there'll be any frisk in
my dresses at all if she trims them.”

“There'll be frisk enough in them If
you wear them," her mother answered,
gmillng at the bright, saucy, winsome
tzee of her one tall daughter,

Kitty was ready to turn the conver-
sation.

“What do you think she s, mamma—

“THERE COMESNUMBERELEVEN."
wite or widow?" And then answering
her own question: I think she's mar-
ried, and her husband’s sick, and she
has to take care of him. That solemn,
still way she has comes of much stay-

ing in a sick room. She's in the habit
of keeping quiet, don't you see? |
wish she were a little prettier; 1 think
he would get well quicker,”

“There'd be no plain, quiet people In
your world it you made one,” her
mother sald, smiling; “but you'd make
a mistake to leave them out. You
would get tired even of the sun If

ghone all the time "
Tha »

wer uiother; “and

sh an do nothing
game token, “he”
e every day, for during
the two weeks she sewed there, Mrs,
Graham never epoke of anything be-
yond Mer work.

When Mrs. Greenough had paid her,
the last night, she sald:

“Plesse give me vour address, Mrs,

But., by th

must

"1 AM TOM.™

Graham, for 1] may want you again"
“Seventeen Hudson street, ma’am; up
two flights of stairs, and if I'm not
there, Tom always is."
“There, didn't 1 tell you?' Kitty
cried, exultingly, after the woman had

gone, “Didn't I tell you that he was
slck? You see, now, Tom's always
there.”

“Yes, but Tom may not be her hus-
band, and I don't think he i5. He s
much more likely to be her child."

“Mrs. Greenough, I'm astonished at
you. You say that to be contradictious,
Now, it is not nice to be contradictious;
besides, she wouldn't look so quiet and
sad If Tom were only her boy.”

Dut weeks passed on, and nothing
more wa3s heard of Mrs. Graham, until,
at last, Thanksgiving day was near at
hand. Kitty was to have a new dress,
and Mrs. Greenough, who had under-
taken to finish it, found that she had
not time.

“Oh, let me go for Mrs. Graham,
mamma!”’ ecried Kitty, “Luke ecan
drive me down to Huds=on street, and
then I shall see Tom."

Mrs. Greenough laughed and con-
ented. In a few minutes Luke had
brought to the door theone-horce coupe,
which had been the last year's Christ-
mas gift of Papa Greenough to his wife,
and in which Miss Kitty was always
glad to make an excuse for golng out.

Arrived at 17 Hudson street, she
tripped np two fligh!s of stalrs, and
tapped on a door, on which was a
printed ecard with the name of Mrs,
Graham.

A volce, with a wonderful quality of
muogieal sweetness in It, answered:

“Plegse to come in} I cannot open
the door."

1e

befe he was through.

v on Thankegiving Day, Kitty
hwith Luke, in the coupe, which
a huge basket filled with
a ¥, a mineo pie, and a
of good things. There were
pew dresz, A comfortable jacket,

» 1o take you to ride,”
a5 she hounded into the
@ Tom sat, and affectionately
e erippied girl,

sinutes, arraved in her new

Tom was ready for the

ine of explanstion. ',

warbis T
1w upen the door becauss,

sl | L .
91 ean’t get up fow will 1 get down stairs?" Tom

asked,

don't you see, I can't walk” YkE oda calted i, afd thak mystary
*Anid Fe=Wiai— T om—" “.r“ D"]I.-i"‘-\-lh in, and that mY§.ers
Kitty strugeled cesperately with the | ag salved,

question she had begun to ask, and |, VUK€ t0ok her np as if she were a

baby and marcHed down stairs with
her, while she heard Kitty say--but it
all scemed to her ljke a dream, and
Kitty's voice like a voice in a dream:
“I'm sorry there's nothing pretty to
sea at this time of the year. It was

|Tom kindly halped her out

“Why am I Tom. do yoir mean, When
it's a boy's name, o why can't I walk?
I'm Tom becaise my {atl ealled me
Thomasgina, after his mq r, and we
can’t affbrd such long names in this

house and T ean't walk because I pulled
4 Kettle of teiling water over on my-
gelf when I wias sixX years old, and the
only wonder iz that I'm alive atall, 1
was left. you see, in & room hy mysolf,
while mother was busy sontewhere alse,
and when she heard me scream. and |
came to me, she pulled me from under
the Kettle, and saved the upper half of
me all richt.”

"Oh, how dreadfnl! IKitty erled, with
the quick tears ruzshing to her eyes. “It |

so lovely out-doors six weeks ago.”
Through Beach street they went, and
then through Boylston, and the com-
mon was bezide them, with its tree
boughs traced against the November
sky, and the sun shone on Frog Pond.
and the dome of the state house glit-
tered goldenly, and there were merry
people walking about everywhere, with
their Thankegiving faces on; and at
last Tom breathed a long, deep breath
which was almost a sob, and eried:

| Tusy have cimost killed your mother.” | “Did you think there was nothing
“Yes that is what makes her so still | pretty to see today—tluis day? Why, I
and sober. £he never laughs, but 5h0| dldn’t know there was such a world!”
u:ver frets, r-?‘lht-r: and ch, how good | The clocks had struck twelve when
: Ieu::s ‘El fred a th pteh | hex left Hudson street; the bells were
" glanced around the room which | ringing for one od it
. Teeme:l to her so bare, It was spotless- | agnfin. when they enter
¥ clean, and Tom's chair was soft and Kitty
iy ra wed
| comfortable—as, indeed, a chair ought | py L:Iie :l:];g_?g; t:g ;lia;il;u;n::llo

| shio

io be which must be sat in from morn- Kitty threw open the door, and there
ng il night. Opposite to it were & wag 5 table spread with aé good &

few pictures on the wall—engravings Thanksgiving dinner as the heart conld

lnlken from books and magazines, and desire, with Tom's chuir drawn up be-
v 4 - ]

given, probably, to Mrs, Graham by | gige ¢ Luke let his light burden down.

Kitty waited to hear neither thanks
nor exclamatlons, She saw Tom's
brown eyes as they rested on the table,
and tkat was enough. She bent for one
moment over the bright face — the
cheeks which the out-door air bad
painted red as the rose that had just
opened in honor of the day—and leit
on the young, sweet, wistful lips a kiss,
and then went silently down the stairs,
leaving Tom and Tom's mother to their
Thanksgiving.

A Thanksgiving Class.

“Now all of you stand in a row same
as a spelling-class,” sald Susle, as they
gatiicred about her toward dinner-time.
“Carrle'll be the head and Tommy'll be
the foot. We'll call it a Thanksgiving
clase, and I'll give out thiugs and you
must tell why we're thankful about 'em.
Think of all the reasons you can, and
ralse as many fingers as you have rea-
sons, Now, first you can take school.”

Bo they all thought and began to

LUKE TOOK HER UP.
some of her lady customers. Within
easy reach was a little stand, on which
#tood a roau bush In & pot, and a basket

full of bright colored worsteds, while a

1 book or two lay beslde them,

' “And you never go out?" crled Kitty,
forgetting her errand in her sympathy—

raise fingers,

“Oh, we'll never have time for so
many reasons,” sald Busie, "Let's try
whooping-cough."” )

itoumlng. too, that Luke and his im-
patlent horse were waiting he'- -
*  “Not lntelv  **

This wee «
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